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ADAM FIELED 


CHURCH ROAD PT.1 

Her big thing these days is cars. She loves 
to watch the nice ones (Mercedes, BMWs) 
as she sits in the passenger seat. It always 
happens, at least once a day on Church 
Road, that she sees one she wants so much 
she has to pinch herself to stop the ache. 

In any case, her Mom tries to be forbearing, 
but they always wind up fighting. Money 
is just too tight, and its running out. But 
she's good at getting encouraging comments 
on Facebook. And if she occasionally gets 
one from someone with the right car, her 
night is made— she can't feel the gears lock. 


ROLLING AND FALLING 

He keeps up the pretense—we're rolling here. 

Any press would have to be good press, just 
because it's us. it's funny how, on cloudy days, 
he feels a sense of degradation about the life 
he leads; that there's nowhere to fall, but he 
keeps jumping. He has dreams where he falls 
forever. You can roll and fall at the same time, 
a voice tells him. He hears voices which tell 
him many things. Especially in the middle of 
the night, or on cloudy days which shoot him back. 


SHIT-FACE 

Or maybe you'd like to condescend 
to inform us of your whereabouts 
the night she got mugged? Where 
were you? If you could only see how 
raising a child alone out here can 
break you down, corrupt you, leave 
you with nothing, you wouldn't have 
taken the money and disappeared, 

We have enough money left for a 
year and then we hit the road in the 
old car, looking for you. She'll be 
done school by then and if she can 
find a job when we settle, hallelujah. 

If not, lawyer up, shit-face. You're ours. 


WINE AND SPIRITS SHOP 

I look out through the glass fagade— 
a parking lot, cars, the whole suburban 
patina. It gives me the flu in my old 
age: these people, almost all of them, 
have more money than me. And less 
to show for it (I feel) inside. I've seen 
them live and die for twenty years here. 

It never gets any easier. But look at me: 

I work at a wine and spirits shop on a 
strip-mall, so I can keep my thoughts 
in any order I want, no one's going to notice. 
I notice. I count to me. I count myself. 

I can count. That's a twenty and a one, sir. 
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